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LOOKING OUT OK MY WINDOW 

Sometimes at night, v\/hen the hours get near bedtime, as I get 
dressed for bed (not really wanting to go to bed, but my body 
feeling tired), I must lie down so that I can get some rest. 

Sometimes, seeing my husband so restless, I wonder why he is 
so restless. He must have something on his mind, or his nerves 
are so bad that he cannot sleep. Sometimes I t'^ll him that I'm 
not sleepy, but most of the time he wants me > lie down with 
him. It will make him feel better. And when I do 1 le down, as 
I lie in my bed, I begin to think about life itself and what 
Is happening. And then I look out my window, look at the 
light and the sky and everything in it, saying what's up there? 
And then I think about death and life 

Now to some people that may sound strange, but it is not strange 
because it is happening in this world today. I think about my 
sister and brothers, how God has blessed us so far. Maybe he 
is trying to tell us something. 

What brought this thought to m/ mind was my brother. He told 
my sister-in-law that something told him not to take a trip, 
and he was trying wO get his wife to take the bus. I think that 
maybe sometimes you get a warning. When my brothers go on trips, 
we worry until they get back home. But thank God, they make it 
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home safe. 

You know, sometimes you can get pretty frightened, especially 
In the middle of the night, lyinc, there when everyone is 
asleep, and you lool< out the window, wondering about your 
bills and everything else you can think of, the problems of 
the world and all the people «*jround you. Some lady said that 
she believed the world was c'jmi'ng to an end because of all 
the people and things getti ig killed. 

Azalene Dunn 
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Walking the streets 

alone in the dead of the night 

seems as if one is lost in a deserted ghost town 

no noise 

no people (no thing) 

but the horrifying stillness of gigantic monsters asleep. 



Arthur Lockmann 
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A LETTER TO MY SON 



This is supposed to be a letter to my son when I learn he is 
a drug addict. Well, first I wouldn't write him a mere letter. 
I would go to him wherever he is at or whatever it costs. 

Then I would say: A friend of ours told me you were using 
drugs, so son, I am here to hear your story and help you any 
way I can. I know this will sound like a lecture to you, but 
believe me, I am only trying to find out what the problem is. 

I was so sure after seeing many of your friends and my friends 
destroy their lives and families, that you wouldn't go near 
them. Some people have to learn things the hard way and have 
to experience them to really know them. While we sit here and 
talk it out quietly, maybe we can find out why you are dis- 
satisfied with your life. 

♦ 

Son, is there something I am doing wronq? \ felt I was a decent 
mother and I brought you up the best way I knew how. I was 
always there when you needed me. If I'm bugging you, please 
tell me now while we are laying out the cards. Is it a girl? 
Are you in love and don't understand it? Or are you afraid to 
love? I know you felt some of the pain I had when your father 
and I divorced. I also know you were aware of all the bitter- 
ness I had, but it doesn't work that way for everybody. 



Just because we weren't happy, doesn't mean you won't be. If 
you are in love, love strong and feel 9ood abot't it. Things 
will work out f^cr themselves whW tv;o people are truly in love. 

Your marks in school were always cassable. and yot did a gooil 
job. If It is schoc' c» school v;orK, naybe we can go to yov- 
dean or the schoo' departme- i and get this straight there. 
You will be out of school^ soon, and yoc will be able to get a 
good job with you" diploma, so don't h^cvv it for drugs. 

These black revolution books you read, if they are getting 
you hung, forget it. All black people went through the same 
things that you are now, only things are better now. We are 
being recoonized, we are being heard and we are being helped 
mo e than ever now. Don't take It all on your shoulders, you 
can't do it with a group of rioting junkies. There are black 
people all over that will help you understand' a 1 1 this black 
power, black power this and black power- that, if that Is what 
you want. 

Being on drugs is Ilk' drinking from a bottle of poison It 
will kill you in the end. Being high only puts things off ^or 
a while, but when you com3 dovyn, they are still there, but they 
are worse now because you are a drug addict. 

So, sor- stop rinning from whatever it is, and let's fare It head 
on, with all the help you need. 

Nel 1 le Dedmon 
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ADULTS 



Adults 

older, matured 
work, provide, guard 
protect the little ones 
Adul ts 



FATHER 



Father 

bold, masculine 

repairs, handy work, pays bills 
handy to accompany mother 
Father 



Lynett Payne 
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THE SOUTH 
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THE PLACE WHERE I LIVED 



I was born, and raised In the South, In Atlanta, Georgia. The 
place where • lived was called Cabbage Town. There were no 
rich people living there, not many poor either. Some people 
owned their own house. 1 would say two families on Savannah 
Street owntH their own house. Rent was high, $25 a month for 
a three room house. Rents have gone up since then, now you 
get the same house for $42.50 a month. 

My daddy worked In the Mill. He made $60 a week. By the time 
they took out on him he brought home $'♦8 and something* My 
daddy never missed any days while he worked In the Mill. He 
had to feed nine people and pay rent and buy clothes for us. 
People that had more than we did would give us hand-me-downs. 
If you know what 1 mean. When my daddy worked In the Mill, 
he would not get ofF for anything. They would not let you 
off, you had to work or you would '>e laid off for a week. I 
remember when my sister's baby died, they let my daddy off 
long enough to go the funeral. He could not go to the grave. 
After the funeral, he had to go back to work that day. 

In 1952 we used oil lamps and a fireplace, and we cooked on a 
wood stove. We could not afford gas and llghL then. Me and 
my brother would play all day long, and when night came, we 
would sit under the street light and do our homework to take 
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to school the next day. Things got better In 195^. We got 
light and gas in our house. We thought we were rich, me and my 
brother would pull the string and the light would come on 
and off. If our neighbor's lights got turned off. Momma would 
run a drop chord through the window to let them have light 
until they could get the money up to pay the bill and have 
the lights turned back on. 

At nighttime the women would get out on the street and sweep 
the streets, and we would burn the trash. The children would 
help by picking It up and putting It on the fire. Everybody 
would bring chairs out on the sidewalk and talk and sing up 
to 2 or 3 o'clock In the morning. The children would get 
tired and sleepy and would go to sleep on a blanket on the 
front porch. Everybody was one big happy family. If they got 
mad they would not stay mad long. Before the next day they would 
be laughing about what happened. If they needed something, they 
would send one of the children over to ask you. I don't care 
how mad they was, they would never refuse you, because they 
might need something the next day. It Is still the same with 
people In Cabbage Town today. If you don't believe me, go down 
and see for yourself. 

Caro^ Simpson 
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BABY BROWN 



I grew up on the Brown Farm with my family. I didn't like 
Baby Brown's attitude toward blacks. When I was seventeen, 
he talked about kicking me because me and my brother were 
late for work. I told him that he didn't have any black 
children to kick. If he wanted anybody to k'ck, he better go 
home to kick his own children. Then he went and told my father 
that I was sasslng him. My father told him, "You must have 
did something to him for him to react the way he did, because 
I taught him better than to sass grownups. 

I left that same day. My brother asked me to go home to tell 

my mother about It. Instead, I went home and changed my clothes 

and then I slipped away. Baby Brown told my brother Solomon 

to fill his car full of gas and go bring me back home. Solomon 

came where I was staying with my uncle, and he told me that 

he came to get me. Then he asked me where the girls lived at. % 

Then we got In his car and went riding. We burned out his gas. 

When I left. Baby told me not to come back on his place. If 
he caught me on his farm, he would shoot me. When I left, I 
went back, my mother told me not to go by his house. She told 
me to take my father's breakfast to him. Then Frank came to 
the house and picked me up. He said he would talc me to my father. 
Instead he took me by Baby's house. Then Baby asked me to 
marry Annie Mae. If I would marry her, he would buy me a house 
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full of furniture, and we could move down Into Solomon's 
house. I told him that he must have thought that I was crazy. 
I didn't ever want to live on his farm anymore. He told me 
If he ever caught me on his place anymore, he would shoot 
me. But I went on his place many times after that. 

Mack Mosley 
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THE STORY OF BABY BROWN 



He was a cheater and a beater. He was a hard man to work for. 
This man didn't care for anyone but himself. He liked to see 
Black people work hard and he always called us little ntggers^ 
I disliked him. 

One day his two daughters Betty and Bern Ice and I were playing 
kick ball and I kicked It so hard It hit Betty In the stomach. 
She got mad at me and called me a little^ black nigger. I told 
her I wouldn't play with her anymore because she called me that 
name and I didn't like It. Then one day two of my two other 
friends and I were going to best her up, but her brother was 
outside with her. One day her mother was sick and my aunt had 
to work for them. She had to cook, clean, and wash and they 
paid her $U«00 for a whole week's work. 

Juanlta Mosley 
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WHAT IT WAS LIKE WHEN I WAS GROWING UP 



First I would like to say there were seven of us children, two 
girls and five boys, and I must say my mother had her hands full. 
Like one time I'll never forget, my mother went to work and when 
she came back I had put two holes In my sister's ears. Boy, did 

we get a whipping. But It was fun ca Ing up In the country. 

/ 

/ 

Like in the winter you would go to school and come back home. When 
we got home from school my mother would have turnip greens, sweet 
potatoes, and fat back meat. Sometimes there would be Just four 
of us, me, my sister and two brothers. After school we would 
have to get wood and sometimes we would go In the woods to get It. 
My brother would saw the wood u^>. Once I was holding the wood 
and the saw went Into my finger. Sometimes It would get so 
dark outside. We would still be getting wood. And then we would 
have supper and after supper we would wash up and get ready for 
bed. My father would tell us old tales to scare us and we would 
be afraid to go to bed. When I got a little older I would stay 
overnight with my aunt. Sometimes I would babysit until my Mom 
found out that they were beating me. I was so small then I would 
hold the baby and I would put Its head In my lap and the bottom on 
the floor. I love children. My mothec would always say I would 
never have any. But I fooled her. 

Oh, by the way I didn't tell you where I was born at. I was born 
at Garfield, GA. It's a little ploce In Emanuel County. That's 
about 70 miles from Savannah, GA. We were living on a farm. The 
Boss man was a mean and n reedy man. He didn't want anyone to 
ERICave his place. I'll never forget when my mother and father 
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decided to move, rather when my mother decided to move. My 
father got so mad he went and got drunl<. But let me tell you 
all this, we slipped away at night, we moved our clothes at night. 
The next day the Boss man found out that we had left that night, 
and he was so sure that we were coming back he slept in the house 
the next night. But we didn't go bacl< until my mother go a law- 
yer and he wrote up some paper so that we could move our furniture. 
We went to Swainsboro, GA, and they gave my mother the court 
order so that we got our furniture. He was so hurt that one o.- 
his "family" moved. But let me tell you all this, we were the 
only family on the place that had a T.V, So when we were moving 
our furniture Baby Brown said that my mother owed him some money, 
and what he wanted was to do was to tal<e the T»V, from us and 
give it to someone else. Mother told the police that she would 
give it to him and that would take care of the bill she owed him. 
She gave it to him. 

We would have been there still but my brothers were all leaving, 
and they didn't want to leave, but they could not get along with 
the Boss man. He would come to my father's house and talk about 
my brothers. So one morning my brothers were working out in the 
field and Mr. Babe came out there and started picking at them. 
And one of them walked out of the field and kept going. He 
never lived there anymore and Baby Brown didn't like that. He 
said that my mother and father had some sassy children. 

Azalene Dunn 
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EVERYTHING BUT THE RIGHT THING 



Fanny Carpet was our teacher. She was the fourth grade teacher 
and our class was in her room. She used to bring col lard greens, 
cornbread, hamhocks, blackeyed peas and a big jar of butter- 
milk for lunch. She was a big woman; she was high yeller. She 
would give us some food to eat. She wasn't bad, but you better 
not do anything wrong. My friend Eula Mae, her mother would 
bake white biscuits, and she would bring them with peanut 
butter for lunch. 

Professor Sullivan was the principal. He was a tall, bald- 
headed man with a big nose and a big mouth. He was a preacher. 
He'd whip you if you did the wrong thing. He always carried 
a stick with a wide, flat piece of leather on the end. When 
he whipped you it hurt bad. The first time he whipped me , 
I was eleven. John Parker called me Moody Jo, my knickname 
because I was wild. I told him not to call me that name 
because he had on his daddy's coat. Mr. Sullivan called me 
in his office, lay me across his desk and gave me that strap. 

Wiggin and Paul used to bring big buckets of food for lunch: 
ham meat and rice and biscuits. They used to hide their 
lunches underneath the school house. One day my husband saw 
them put them there, and he ate them all up. Then he put dirt 
in the bucket, and Wiggin caught him. He dragged him out to 
the charcoal pile and beat him with charcoal. 

^ 20 Juanita Mosley 
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SATURDAY NIGHT 



One Saturday night, Solomon and I and W.C. we went to Porter, 
Georgia to tlie movie. We saw a western. After we came home, 
me and W.C, we got our guns and started to play cowboys. 
My mother was worl<ing and she sent me and W.C. to the house 
to get water. Instead we got our toy guns. We deicided we 
wanted to do something big which was holding up the bus. 
We saw the bus coming and we figured out how to stop It which 
was to lie down in the road. After the bus stopped, W.C. 
told the driver, "Get you hands upi" Then I told him, ''If 
he knows what's good for him, he would do what the man told 
hlmi" Well, he put us on the bus and took us where our Mama 
was. 



Mama told us she was tired and didn't feel like running, so 
she sent Sonny Boy to get six switches. She sat down and plaited 
them together. She put three into one, when she hit you one 
lick, she hit you three times. And all during the licking she 
was telling us how wrong we were. And we were telling her we 
were not going to do it anymore. That one whipping taught me 
wrong don't pay. Instead we still gave Mama a hard time. We 
v^ould do things that we knew we would get a whipping for. We 
would go out into the mule barn and beat up on the mules and hogs. 



Mack Mosley 
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THE CHANGING OF THE TIMES 



I would like to say, believe It or not, when we were going to 
school the teaci^er wouldn't let us talk too much about what 
was happening In the changing of the times. Like when the 
civil rights started real strong, they would be saying, don't 
be talking about this around so many people. But I could never 
understand why they didn't want us to talk about It. Until 
now they were really afraid of the white people. 

I remember our bus driver, once they burned a cross In front 
of his house and he I J to leave town because he was helping 
the civil rights organization. 

Azalene Dunn 
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LIVING IN A PROJECT 



Homes are numbered 

from One to One hundred 
In door number one 

there's the smell of pine-sol 
In door number two 

there's garbage from wall to wall. 



In door number one 

the people are trying 

In door number two 

they may as well be dying. 



Nel 1 ie Dedmon 
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THE CHANGE OF TIMES 



I was born in Cambridge, Massachusetts. I was raised here, 
also. I lived in Washington Elms for eight years. I am of a 
family of six, four brothers and two sisters. 

I went to the Roberts School. I was graduated from there in 
June, 1972. After I got out of there I entered Cambridge High 
and Latin School in September 1972. 1 am tal<ing a business 
course. In CHLS, you communicate with a lot of people, it seems 
like one household. There Isn't any racial problem there. 

I was raised with Blacks and Whites. At that time there was 
no racial problem. But nowadays, the blacks see you with a white 
person, you are called an Aunt Jane or etc. If you help a white 
person, you are called a slave by a black person, but se Jng the 
blacks don't care because they are making their money from the white 
man. A couple of years back the blacks didn't have nothing against 
the whites. Seeing this world is changing, and everything is 
going backwards. 

All people have to start realizing that races, nationality, 
and religion doesn't have anything to do with physical problems. 
No matter where you go there is always a whiteman going to be 
there. So, WE THE PEOPLE have just got to get ourselves to- 
gether. That't why BLACKS don't have nothing, because they are 
always talking about the whiteman, this, etc, but he isn't 
worried he got what he wants. 

I remember when I was about nine years old this white girl 
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called me a nigger and I almost hurt her because of that stuff. 

Blacks are getting sick and tired of being walked on, and 
called NIGGERS. 

But sometimes you can get along with the whites better 
than your own. 

Franc ine Green 
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ON BEING BLACK 



Why do black people have to go through hell all their 
lives? They did not create themselves black. Why do stupid 
people act as if they are not human? 

***** 

Blacks may never get ahead in this world because to most 
people they should stay poor and out of jobs. They can always 
steal and live like pigs and go to prison. How many people care 
a damn what happens to them? 

***** 



I am black and love it. If I was white I would love it 
also. You have to stay as you are. You can^t change yourself 
or let Innorant people put you down. 



Yola Powell 
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MY LIFE'S TRUE STORY 



First of all I was born in New York city. I lived there until 
I was one year old. After that we moved to Puerto Rico for 
a year, then we moved back to New York. We lived on Manhattan 
for four years. After that we moved again to Brooklyn where 
I lived until I was ten years old. The colored people didn't 
like my family because we were the only Puerto RIcan family 
on the block. There I used to have a fight every day after 
school, my mother got sick of It so she moved to the Bronx. 
There I lived until I was seventeen years old. It was fun there, 
I had lots of friends, and I never liked school either. So 
when we moved to Cambridge, I quit school. I don't like Cam- 
bridge because I don't find nothing to do here, and I wish 
that I was back In the Bronx, with my old friends. 



Jul lo Cruz 
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WHY I FEEL DEPRESSED 



The cost of living has been going up every week. I don't enjoy 
shopping any more, everything is so high. It makes it so hard 
to plan your meals. I do hope that food would come down. 
My husband had a job for thirty-one years and got laid off and 
has been working part-time on odd jobs. It has been very hard 
on him after working so long on one job, and we have lost all 
our health insurance. I feel like I lost everything. I don't 
know wliat is happening to this country. I hope and pray things 
will change soon for the best for everyone. I think everyone 
is feeling it in some way. 

When I was a llttlegirl, I lived in the city of Boston. My 
father was a fruit peddler. We were seven In a family, four 
girls and one boy. My mother did have five girls, but one 
died attwo years old. We lived In a small apartment on the 
third floor. Four girls slept in one bedroom, i had a hard 
time in school. I was sick for a long time. At sixteen, I 
stopped going to school. I have been having a hard time since. 
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MY LIFE 



! was born on April 20,19^7. I was the second child to be born, 
m/ brother was born three years before me. I had what I would 
call a very normal and happy childhood. My parents were not rich 
but they made sure that my brother and I had every thing that we 
needed. You might even say they spoiled us. It didn't affect 
my brother to much, but I was a bit of a brat. I have gotten 
every thing I have ever wanted since as far back as I can remember. 

I was born and raised in Cambridge. I have always wanted to be 
one of two things. A beautician or a nurse. I have worked in a 
hospital since I was 12 years old. I went to halrdresslng school, 
but that didn't turn out to be such a good idea. I should have 
gone to nursing school a long tine ago, but I have been a fool 
and quit high school. I got married when I was sixteen so I never 
went back to school. I had my son a year later so I was kept 
pretty busy. Just when my son was old enough to go to school I 
had my daughter, and that was the end of school for me. 

Now my daughter Is of age to go to school, and I can get down to 
work and study to get my diploma so that I can go to nursing school. 

Charlotte Ram^ge 
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TEACHER 



There are good teachers and there are bad teachers. I had 
-a very bad experience with my fifth grade teacher. 

I was a very good pupil until I got to the fifth grade. I 
dc't understand why I could not get very good marks or 
listen too well but I could not. In the first four grades, I 
was an excellent pupil; then when this teacher started to pick 
on me, for no apparent reason, I became a very bad pupil. I 
was transferred to a different school after the year was over and 
thank God, I could pick up where I had left off. 

This experience really had an Impact on my whole life because 
I was kept back that year. When I wanted to finish high school 
I had to quit because I reached sixteen In my ninth year. I 
think if I ijd finished my tenth year when I was sixteen, I 
would have gone on. 

Mary Vauda 
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OLICK 

Click la like a big black bug 
but never like a mean old bug 

and she^s like a person, cause I always get a hug. 



Abby Elliott 



CIRCUS 

C I reus 

amusing, funny 
jnning, clowning, acting 
rime can be amused 
C i reus 



written together by 
Josephine Davis, Lynett 
Payne, Terry Young 
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OTHER COUNTRIES 
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WHAT LIFE WAS WHEN I WAS AT SCHOOL 



My fe" years in school were a waste of time and unhappy days, 
though I enjoyed being there. I loved meeting other l<ids at school 
and playing with everyone I met. I remember my father very much 
when he used to tell me how education was important in life. He 
used to promise me that if I finished my secondary schooling he 
would save every single penny just to send me to the United S ates 
to further my education. Being educated in Africa was something, 
though people with degrees never had so much fun like we used to 
think. Nowadays I feel it was worth everyone*s while going to 
school . 

I started school very late, when I was eight years old, and it was 
a law no African started school earlier than that. I can remember 
only kids who had their parents as teachers, or if your father had 
a Headmaster as a friend. I wanted so much to go to school early, 
before I was eight years old. One day I would. 

When I started school i was very excited but after a few days 1 
was punished for a mistake which the teacher whipped me for. The 
mistake was in arithmetic. The whipping caused my legs to <;well. 
My parents were angry and upset over this and transferred me to 
another school. That's when I started hating teachers, especially 
the ones I had, they were cruel to people. I never liked being 
punished at all especially for a silly mistake, and I always thought 
teachers should be helpful and try to be kind if they were not. 
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They didn't care if you left and yet you wanted to learn but 
couldn't stand them. You can't complain about a teacher for 

« 

mistreating you, if you do you are sucked from school. The 
system they used to use made kids run away from school, but I 
couldn't run, my parents were sd strict. I had no choice, only 
stay and look at the teacher I hated without listening what he 
or she was saying. All my primary school results were quite 
good. I was always k,S, or 6th in class. 

I think my beginning spoiled all my interest in education. Also 
things became so bad when I started my secondary school. I was 
put in a class on' white kids who didn't like being with a black 
in a class. Nobody talked to me. Even the teacher wasn't of 
much help, like my father had mentioned before. He started 
to regret sending me to a fee paying school, he sent me to that 
school because he was impressed with the results which the students 
achieved. It was worse for me for English as a second language. 
When my father died I just thought 1 could stop school and help 
my mother, and I did. That was the end of school for me. I 
was very miserable for a few months. 

Now here I am; I want to learn very much if I can. I am sure I will 
try for my teachers are just great and I wish we had teachers like 
you at my old school. 

Gertrude Mwenechanya 
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FATHEK'S DAY IN GERMANY 



Father's day is always on the third thursday in May. It is 
like a Sunday, nobody worl<s and women have to stay home. All 
the fathers go together. They have a wagon they decorate with 
green branches and flowers and anything they can find. They 
put two or three beer barrels on the wagon and they put horses 
in front of it. They put some snacl<s on the wagon lil<e brat- 
wurst or l<nacl<wurst or fresh rolls. They ride off then into 
the blue sky. They hw /e no particular place to go. 

Usually somebody has a guitar and an accordian with h impend 
they play and sing the whole day, drinking and eating. They 
usually stop in an open field or near the forest and make a 
fire out of the wood they pick up. (They do not set the forest 
on fire.) They grill their sausages on a stick over the open 
fire and then they eat it. it usually tastes very, very good. 
Sometimes when they run out of beer, they pick some up in a 
guest house. They usually stay out all day and come home 
happy and drunk at the end of the day and fall into bed. 

Rosemarie Tijux 
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MY LIFE AS A CHILD IN THE WEST INDIES 



I was the sixth chilJ for my parents. Wc liked each other, 
but sometimes we would have our differences. We would start to 
play and everything would be all right. 

Our school was very far from home so we would have to 
walk or take the bus. 

Our country was poor but our father would try to take 
care of us. Then after a while my father took sick so I had to 
stop school and learn to sew. After he died everything 
started to go down hill for my mother, so I had to take a job. 
I was very young so I did not get too far with my schooling 
and my sewing which I did not like in the first place. It 
was my mother's wish that I learn to sew. 

I continued to work for myself, sometimes help my mother 
and take care of my sister's daughter which I love very much. 
I did love my home and did not want to leave it but was forced 
to after I got laid off. For a long time life started to get 
hard. I noticed that my sister was looking about leaving home 
so I started looking about leaving myself. At first I did not 
think I would make it, but I kept trying until finally I made it 
to the States where I can help myself and my family which is 
St i 1 1 in Jamaica. 



May Fa ire lough 
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MAN 

Man 

weak, strong 
feeling, being, nothing 
man is thoughtful 
Man. 



Arthur Lockmann 
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Sometimes I feel that my life has no meaning. I get up 
In the morning, get dressed, and go to work. And when I get 
done, I go back home. Sometimes when I get home, Carla will 
meet me at the door. She would say, "HI, Mom." With Carla 
sometimes that is not enough for me. One of these days I 
would like to be by myself. 

\ Don't misunderstand. I love Bill, I love Carla, but I 
feel lonely at times. 

There must be something that I can get Interested In, so 
that my life can be more meaningful. Could it be that I am 
searching for something no man can give me? 

Azalene Dunn 
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Yesterday afternoon I bought a newspaper and went to the 
Boston Conimon to relax after work and read about the Watergate 
Cvise. There was much activity on the Common. The Hari 
Krlsnas v;ere singing and dancing, people were playing with 
their dogs, some were feeding squirrels and the pigeons. 
There were fellows showing bome young boys Karate and told 
them they should practice it with sticks and knives. 
After they got through, one of the fellas came over and 
said to me that they were wrong to tell those boys to train 
with sticks and knives, for they would only get arrested 
if they became acquainted with weapons . I agreed and told 
him he would make a nice model for young boys and invited 
him to the church to which I belong. I never read ibout the 
Watergate case, but it was worth it. 



Tweed 

(Ed Green) 
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EQUALITY FOR ALL 



It's quite apparent that people are getting fed up 
with tuis country and this ridiculous system. Take, for 
instance, the Women's Liberation Movement. Women for 
years have been restricted to their homes as house wives 
in a role which no one made up but the husbands. Society 
refuses to accept the fact that a haw generation is 
coming upon the scene. Women believe and feel that they 
are equal. "We can do anything that men can do. We want 
equality'." Do you blame them? As far as I'm concerned, 
there should be no form, shape, or fashion of sex 
discrimination . 



Michael Duke 
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CHILDREN 

I think it's wonderful to have children In a home. I 
was without for eleven years and I didn't enjoy it. I used to 
tal<e my nephews over my house weei<ends to sleep because I 
enjoyed children so much. I^ow I have adopted two of my own and 
I am very happy. My husband also feels 1 il<e I do about the children. 
It makes you feel not selfish when you have to worry about some- 
one else. At times I don't know the best way out on different 
things, what to do, and that is why I like to read about them. 
I want to do the best I can. 

Theresa Vauda 
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A NURSING HOME 



I \Nas talking to my oldest daughter Susie about the old 
people. K I was able enough to build a nurclrg home^ I would 
take them in and my daughter and I would care for them. We 
would feed the ones that were not able to feed themselves, 
and we would keep them clean and treat them well. For 
the ones that were not able to pay a big price, I would cut the 
price for them. People have worked all their lives and then 
they speiid It all at one time. It's not right, 

I think old people need love and more care. Now they are not 
treated good. The nurses and aides yell at them and they take 
hours to come when the old people call them. They tie them into 
their chairs. 

My grandmother is seventy, I wouldn't let my grandmother go 
to a nursing home if I could help It. I would quit work first 
and take care of her. 

Juanlta Mosley 
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WISHES 



I wish I could be more like myself. 

I wish that some day people In general would stop robbing, 
stealing and killing. Then weali would be able to walk as we 
like and have no fear. 

I wish that one day 1 would be able to take a trip to the 
European countries. 

I wish that very soon president Nixon would give back to 
Massachusetts funds 'or summer Jobs and programs. 

I wish that one day we would not have to wear any boots or 
wlr)ter coats. 

Amel la Payne 

I wish I could learn better. 

I wish I had learned when I was young. It seems so hard now. 
I wish the president would cut the prices of food. 
I wish I could lose weight. 
I wish I had a better job. 
I wish I had more Joy. 

Juanlta Mosley 
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WISHES 

I wish that the world could be peaceful. 

I wish thoc there would be no more sorrow. 

I wish that it would be a bright tomorrow. 

I wish all tomorrows would be happiness and peace. 

I wish that all of the people^ white and black and the whole 
wide world could be together. I wish that there would be no more 
hate. 

Azalene Dunn 
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SOMETIMES I TALK WITH MYSELF 
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SOMETIMES I TALK WITH MYSELF 



The first day of school we went together to a bookstore In 
Harvard Square. We bought some books, French books, on the 
first day. I think it was Monday. I got a ticket on my car. 

I feel now that my English isn't very good, but I feel it's 
better. My tutor, she's a nice girl. She goes with me to the 
O.I.C. to find out about jobs. We also went to the aquarium. 

I want to speak English all the time, but I don't speak it all 
the time. It's not good for me. I finish school right now and 
I will go to my sister's. We talk French or Creole, you know, 
and I go to work after that at night. 

I don't have anyone to talk to. Sometimes my Supervisor goes 
to visit my job. Sometimes he talks to me, sometimes not. He 
just passes by and looks. Sometimes I talk with mys »lf and I 
listen to the radio. It's not good for me. I don't speak. 

Maybe if I changed shifts to work in the morning. It would be 
good for me because on the day shift there are many people working 
together and we could talk, it would be very good. 

Max Sautier 
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LOSING A BABY 

It Is really a big problem when a mother carries a baby for 
nine months inside her and then lose, him after one month. It 
was like a bad dream for (oe when my best girlfriend lost her 
baby son. 

My friend lived next door tome. I was 16 and I was in high 
school when she had her baby. One Sunday morning, I was baby- 
sitting for her. The baby got a bad cough. My mother and I 
discussed giving him a ' *nd of tea that we use for colds. 

In the afternoon his grandmother came to babysit. I had to go 
to a party. I left him. V/hen I came back I found him very bad. 
In the middle of the night, his mother, my girlfriend, had to 
send him to the hospital. Soon after he arrived there, the doc- 
tor put him on oxygen. He died at 3 A.M. 

I didn't know that he had died. The worst thing was that I 
v"? 't to school and when I came back I found the whole house 
cleared of furniture. In Haiti we do that when someone dies. 

I didn't have time to ask anyone anything; I fainted and fell 
on the floor. When I came to myself again, I was in my bed. 

Marie- France Gerard 
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MY FRIEND MIRIAM 



My friend is named Miriam. She is a very nice person. She 
goes to the University. She is in the third year of Econo- 
mics. She is a very poor girl. Her mother works too hard. 
She has two sisters and three brothers. When I was in my 
country, I made clothe' her and her sisters. When I was 
eight years old, we 1 I . on the same street. We went to the 
same school and she is like my sister. I love her very much. 

She has so many problems at the University. She sent me a 
letter and she is very angry because of strikes. She can't 
study anymore. She can't get a job because she doesn't know 
how to type or anything. She could work In a store but It's 
no good for her. Maybe for me, because I didn't finish my 
high school. I want to finish my high school. I feel sorry 
for her. 



Jul id Bal lestas 
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MAKING MONEY 



It seems to me that priests .make a lot of money. I don't 
know how. They collect money from everybody--for life and 
death. 

If somebody dies, you go to the priest to say a prayer; he 
gets money. Everywhere he gets money. It's a business, .et*s 
face it. He has to make a living. If you don't give money, 
he might take the Communion bread out of your mouth.' 

In the old country, in che old days, they said: "Make me a 
priest and let me go to the forest. I will make a living. 
No matter where I am, I'M m' ' 'oney--good m6neyi" 



Bessie and James Skentzos 
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A JUDGE IN HAITI 



I finished my school when I was nineteen years old. After 
two years, I was appointed a court clerk. After two more years, 
I was appointed assistant judge. After four more years, I was 
appointed Judge. \ was suspended three years after this, because 
of politics. After two more years, I was reappointed. I 
stayed a Judge for ten years. After Duval ier's death, I was 
absolutely thrown out. I came here six months later. My family 
stays in Haiti. I want them to come here. 

Jacques Preval 
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DIALOGUES 



A What are you going to do this afternoon? 

B I'm going to go shopping. Do you want to come with me? 

A Yes. I would like to buy s.ome Christmas presents for my 
family and friends. What time are you going? 

B I'm going to go at k o'clocl<. What l<ind of presents are you 
going to buy? 

A I'm going to buv a car, a big house for my mother, and for 
my sister, a bewjtlful doll. 

B I think that ycu must be loaded with money to buy a car, a 
big house for your mother and a doll for your sister as 
Christmas presents.' 



A Do you like Cambridge? 

B Most of the time I like it. Sometimes 1 don't. I get bored 
with being in one place. How long have you lived here? 

A I've lived here for 2 long years. What do you think about 
the snow? 

B I think it's very nice and so romantic! What cities have you 
visited that you really liked? 

A I really liked San Francisco and Denver. San Francisco has 
a lot of rain, but no snow. Denver has a lot of snow. You 
would like it, because you think snow. is "very nice and so 
romantic.'" ...Sometimes I just think it is cold and wetj 



A How tal 1 are you? 

B I am ?'10". Were you glad to come to school? 

A Yes, I was glad to come to school because I want to learn 
English. What do you think about the weather? 

B I think the weather is beautiful so far. Are you feeling 
better? 

A Yes. I always feel good when the sun shines and the weather 
is warm. 
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A Do you like to watch hockey? 

B Yes, I do. Do you have many friends here? 

A 'es. I have too many friends. What do you think about? 

B I think about teaching and eating and sleeping and reading 

and dancing and What makes you happy? 

A Learning English. How do you feel about honey doughnuts? 

B I love them, but I can't eat them because I am a diabetic. 



A Are you happy to see me back in school? 

B Yes. It's been a long time. Were you sick or were you on 
a vacation? 

A 1 was sick--my back. I too< my vacation in September. Do 
you 1 ike school ? 

B Yes, 1 like this school. I think we are nice people. I 
would like to invite you all to my house for dinner. Will 
you come? 

A Of course.'!) I think you are a very good cooki 
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CHRISTMAS WITHOUT JOSEPH 



I like Connecticut. It's beautiful. Connecticut is not like 
Boston. It's like Portugal. The restaurants, the houses, and 
the hotels are beautiful. 

I liked the stores in Connecticut, but I did not like the movies 
I saw there. The ladles wore no dresses, no shirts, no bras, 
nothing. Nothing.' It's no good. 

Connecticut is beautiful at Christmas. The stores have lights, 
and baMoons and Christmas trees. Maybe I'll be in Connecticut 
this Christmas, because my friends live there. Hermando and 
his familv live there, too. He's my cousin's boyfriend. 

My boyfriend is in Portugal. I love him and he loves me. His 
name is Joseph Ba i ros Mou ra. He's my cousin. His mother is my 
father's sister. 

In January, Joseph will go for military service. I don't know-- 
to Africa, I think. Three months in the Azores, then I don't 
know. They put some boys in the Azores, some boys in Portugal, 
some boys in Africa. There's not too much fighting In the Azores 
and Portugal. Sue in Af r ica--Mozambique-- i t 's no good for the 
boys. 



Mcria Rego 
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THE BIRD CAGE 

One family had a bird. That bird was In a cage. There were a 
little boy and a little girl in the family. The children liked 
the bird and always put food aside for him at meals. 

Every time the mother went out somewhere she told the children: 
•'Never open the door of the cage." One time the mother went 
out and the children wanted to touch the bird. One opened the 
door and put his hand inside the cage to take the bird out. The 
bird flew out of the cage, but he could not fly out of the house. 
The children were lucky, because the doors and windows of the 
house were all closed. 

When th? mother came back she asked: "Where is my bird?" No- 
body answered. When she said: "Who opened the door of the cage?*', 
the children said: "Oh, Ma, Ma, we don't know." Ma said: "Ah 
HAV They said: "We don't know)" 

Now Ma took someth i ng-- i t was a stick. "If you don't tell me 
who opened the cage door, I will beat you with the stick."' I 
think it was the little girl who said: "No, Ma, don't beat me.' 
I will show you where the bird is." 

Her mother said: "Show me." The little girl showed her where 
the bird was. After that, her mother said: "Don't open the 
door of the house. We will wait for my husband to come home." 

When the husband came home, they caught the bird and put him 
back In his cage. 
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Now the mother didn't beat the children with the sticl<. She 
said: "I always tell you not to open that cage door. You are 
supposed to understand that if you open the door, the bird will 
fly away. That is not too terrible. "But if there were some- 
thing inside the cage that could l<ill you,*^l would find you dead 
when I came home. That's right. I'm your mother. When I tell 
you something, you are supposed to believe it," 

This is only one lesson. There are many, many lessons 1 ll<e this 
for ch i Idren. 

Francis Aubry . 
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WHEN I CAME TO THE UNITED STATES 



I came In an airplane. I came to work. When I got to the 
airport, I called my cousin and he took me to the apartment. 
When I came I had never seen the snow before. It was January. 
I thought the snow was beautiful. The first day I felt 
terrible because my family was not here. 



I came in an airplane for the first time, and I came to study 
English. I came with my sister and my mother. When I came, 
my cousin and my uncle came to the airport. They took us to 
their house. I came on November 28, 1968, and in that month 

» 

it was very cold. 

The first day I went to school I did not know English, so I 
felt confused. I started crying because I didn't speak English. 
After one month someone introduced me to some new friends and 
after that day I felt so trappy. 



Jul la Bal lestas 



Dora Gonzalez 
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WHEN I CAME TO THE UNITED STATES 



When I came to the United States, I was surprised to see the 
big buildings, i was surprised to see the zoo, too. I saw 
many animals: lions, cats, dogs, elephants, zebras, monkeys, 
and cows. I liked to drink Coca-Cola; I never had it in my 
country. 

I came from Lisbon to New York In November. I felt the weather 
was cold. I took another airplane to Boston. I took a cab 
from the airport to my house. My parents lived In a house at 
\OkS Cambridge Street. I came late at night. I was 25 years 
old. I was glad to see my family because I had happiness with 
them. 

After the first night, I started my work at the First National 
Bank. I clean the windows and I wash the floors. I work from 
10 P.M. .J 6 A.M. 

I fought in a war for 3 years in Angola. I stayed in a city. 
The other soldiers went to the country to fight. My specialty 
was the obuz. The other soldiers were wounded. They came to 
the hospital in Lisbon. Some came dying. Others came to Lisbon 
when they finished their tlTtie. 

I am very glad to live here. I have many friends. I met them 
at work and some at school. I like the customs, the dress, and 
the taste of these people. I need just j more years to be a 
citizen, I hope. 

Miguel Borges 

64 '2 



THE COMMUNION 



My son's mother-in-law's mother died---my daughter-in-law 's 
grandmother. We went to the church for the funeral, a Catholic 
church. We stayed in the church. Then It was time for the 
Communion. We have a different Communion in our church. Here 
they gave you a little thing like a candy---a little round thing 
that the Priest puts in your mouth. It's a wafer. 

Anyway, everybody was going to take Communion. We didn't 
know what to do. I said: "Well, let's go. It doesn't hurt 
anything. It's Communion. What's the difference?" 

My brother, Jimmy, and I were there. My brother was a little 
bit shy. He didn't know what to do--whether to go or not. I 
said: "It's nothing. It's no sin." My daughter- in- law and 
her parents were wondering what we were going to do. Were we 
going to go? to feel embarassed? 

We got up and took a turn. But the Priest asked my brother 
something and he had to answer someth I ng before he took the 
Communion. My brother didn't understand' and couldn't speak 
well, but he went up just the same. He wanted to do It like 
everybody else. The Priest was supposed to ask us something 
before he gave us the wafer. He asked my brother a quest ion-- 
l don't remember what. Maybe It was something like: "Do you 
want to take ihis?" He 9«^kf^d everybody, even the Catholic 
people. 
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My brother didn't know what to answer because he can't under- 
stand or speak English very well, but he opened his mouth and 
said: "I don't know, I'm Greek." The Priest took out the 
wafer) 

Jimmy did the same thing. He 'said to the Priest: "I'm Greek, 
too. Father," And the Priest didn't give him anything. Then 
I went and I opened my mouth. The Priest said something to me, 
but I was so fast that he had no chance to take the wafer out 
of my mouth) 

My daughter-in-law was so embarassed. "What will my mother-in- 
law and father-in-law do now? What are they going to do?" 
She felt guilty because she hadn't explained things to us. When 
you take Communion you have to answer something. We didn't 
know. My brother just said: "I'm Grek." 



Bessie and James Skentzos 
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MY FIRST JOB 



I started working in a ''"e factory. In the beginning, I had 
a lot of trouble speak. .ig English and learning the worl<, but 
It did not take too long. At .first, people laughed at me. 

Now I do not work. I'm retired. All I do is housework to 
keep me busy. I like to crochet and embroider. 



This is about my first job. I worked in Haiti four years ago. 
I got the job from my cousin when she came to the United States. 
It was in a post of f ice--different types of jobs: clerical, 
typing, and office duties. I did my best. 

Then I got married and I left Haiti to join my husband over 
here. My sister took the job. Here I 've had a lot of trouble 
with the language. Sometimes Mm nervous. Everything is dif- 
ficult to do. 



Maria Reibeiro 




Now I hope to do better than before. 



Marie-Claire Lysius 
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THE t4EW BABY 

Yesterday morning, Jimmy and I got up and we h"?»d breakfast. 
There was no school. I t was a lovely day. I asked my husband 
if I could have a ride to Newton to the beauty parlor. I 
wanted to have my hair done. Jimmy said: "O.K. Let's go. It's 
a lovely day to have a ride." 

We got to the place and I had my hair done. At about 11:30 we 
stopped at my brother's house in Newton. They asked to have 
lunch there. We had lunch and I watched the stories on T.V. 
Then I went straight to my work because I work at 3 o'clock. 

Jimmy came home to have his nap. My son from Newton tried to 
get in touch with us because his wife had her baby, the first one. 
He kept calling and calling our house to tell us the good news, 
but nobody was home. He tried from 9 to 3. 

Everybody else knew except Jimmy and me that we were grandparents 
again. Then my son finally reached Jimmy at home and he told 
him the good news. Jimmy was so happy. He thought it was a 
good idee to wait for me so we could go together tc the hospital. 
He came about 8:30 to take me from my work and he told me the 
news. I was so happy to hear it, but it was too late to visit. 

The baby's name is Jimmy Edward. He weighs about 7 pounds. I 
was so excited I couldn't sleep. I went to bed, but I couldn't 
close my eyes. 

The next day was a school day. We wanted to visit my daughter- 
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in-law and the new baby as soon as possible. We were sure that 
our teacher would excuse us if we were absent. We got dressed. 
I wanted to buy flowers. I wanted to prepare nice little pre- 
sents, but I Celled my son and he said we couldn't visit during 
the day time. We had to wait. because visiting hours are from 
7:30 to 8;30 at night. 

I was very disappointed. We decided to come to school today. 
We will go visit Jimmy Edward tonight after my work. 

Bessie SI<entzos 
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MY FIRST STORY---A DRACULA MYSTERY 



A man beat a woman and drank her blood. 
She screamed and died of fear. 

He was a monster-man. His name was Dracula. 

Another man took a Cross and put it on Dracula's chest. 
Dracula screamed and turned into ashes. 



THE ^NO 



Nilda Rivera 
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CELEBRATIONS 
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CHRISTMAS EVE 



This Christmas Eve I was very happy here, because It was a 
special day for me. This year I went to St. Margaret's 
Convent in Boston. 

I left home at 9 o'clock and stayed there until the midnight 
Mass. The Sisters were very happy to see me there with them 
because they hadn't seen me for so many years. The/ were so 
glad I was bacl< in the Convent again having Mass with them. 
1 took Communion and I enjoyed hearing the Sisters singing -the 



After Mass, I saw a couple of friends. We sat down and talked 
until 2 o'clock. Then the Sisters came and told met "It is 
too late, too late to sit down here talking. It is time to 
sleep now." 

! said: "Yes, Sister, we will." But we still sat «nd talked 
because we hadn't seen each other for so long. 



mus ic. 



Jeanne Luc 
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CHRISTMAS IN 8ARRANQUIUA 



I am fror. Colombia, but my city is Barranquilla. Christmas 
Day is very happy. The people in my city are happy. They 
celebrate v/ith a special dirc.er and dancing. All the house 
have Christmas tree and creches. That night the parents 
give the presents to the children fi-nd everybody Is happy. 

The difference between my country and here Is the weather, 
because in my city the climate is hot and here It Is cold. 
The area I live in In Barranquilla is very pretty. All the 
houses are wood and have beautiful gardens. At this time 
the plants have beautiful flowers. 

Jul ia Sal lestas 
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CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S 



My Christmas Eve was so-so. I went to a Christmas party at my 
sister-in-law's. She lives in Waltham. There was Haitian food 
and Haitian music. Some people danced. There were many adults 
and many children, too. All my family went. 

At midnight my sister-in-law went to the Christmas tree and gave 
presents to everyone. At 2 o'clocl< in the morning I went home 
and drank alone until k o'clocl<. I dranl< wine. Christmas Day, 
I remember, I dranl< too. 

New Year's Day I watched television. I watched the parade they 
had in California. I saw John Wayne. They had many football gaire 

New Year's is a big holiday in Haiti because New Year's Day is 
now our Independence Day. Many people drinl< on New Year's Eve-- 
drinl<ing, dancing, music. New Year's Day they have Te Deum in 
the Cathedral. The government officials go to the church for Te 
Deum. There is a canon with three explos ions--boomI boom.' 
boom.' After this, the government officials go through all the 
streets in the capital. They go to see all the people on all 
the streets. After this, some people go to their houses. There 
is more eating, dancing, and drinl<ingJ 



Max Sautier 
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HOLIDAYS AROUND THE WORLD 



Independence Day in Haiti 

Independence Day Is January 1 in Haiti. Everyone in the govern- 
ment goes to church for the Te Deum Mass. At 5 minutes to 12 
midnight, everyone kneels down. We start to pray a secret prayer; 
nobody talks. 

After the Mass, everybody goes outsiJe the church and shakes 
hands. They say; "Happy New Year.'" This is "Bonne Annie." in 
French. After this they go home. 

At about 3, we start to prepare the big dinner. We make soup. 
We have cake and wine. The day after this, January 2, we have 
the big dinner. All the family eats together. We eat special 
foods: turkey, chicken, pork, peas, and rice. We eat together, 
drink together, dance together, talk together. It's a big holiday. 

We fix up our houses before the New Year. Everything is new. 
We change our curtains and our tablecloths. We repaint the walls 
of our houses. We get new clothes: new suits, new shoes, new 
dresses. New Year's Day, Independence Day, is the biggest holi- 
day in Ha i t i . 

Saincienne Victor; Adius Pierre; Max Sautier 
Good Friday in Cuba 

There is a procession around the church with all the people. 
They carry the Cross with the dead Christ. The men carry a cof- 
fin through the street. This is from 12 to 3 o'clock. It's 
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very different from here, I think. 

Osmara Dominguez 

Easter in G.reece 

We go to church about 11 Saturday night before Easter Sunday. 
Everyone gets dressed up. We buy candles at the church door. 
Every person has to hold a candle that night. 

At 5 minutes to 12 midnight, the Priest says; "Shut all the 
lights off.'" The people are very quiet. They wait there. At 
exactly 12 midnight, the Priest comes in front of the altar with 
the light,--3 crossed candles. He says: "Christ is risen!" 

AnoLher person tal<es the light from the Priest. Each person 
gives the light to another person, in 5 minutes the whole church 
is filled with lighted candles. We sing the whole prayer, "Christ 
is risen.'" After this, we have the whole Mass--about H hours. 

Near the end of the Mass, the Priest gives everyone a piece of 
holy bread and one red egg with a very fancy little wrapping. 
The Priest says: "Christ is risen!" and then we go home. 

The egg is red because it Is the blood of Christ. We have red 
eggs and also we make doughnuts--spec ial round cookies. We dye 
the eggs red. We never dye eggs different colors. We only dye 
them red; that is the custom. Here in America, people dye 
eggs different colors. 

We have a very special table that night when we get home from 
church. We celebrate Christmas, but Easter Is the biggest hoi i- 
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day for Orthodox people. 

Everybody com.?s home from church with a lighted candle. We 
bring it home from the Mass. We light the candlesticks on the 
table with the same light from the church. Everybody sits around 
the table. We kiss each other and say: "Christ is riseni". 
The other person says: "It is real I" 

We have a very special meal. Greeks eat lamb, very young lamb. 
That is the custom. We roast it. Each person takes a red egg 
In his hand and breaks the egg with the person next to him. 
We say: "Christ is risen'" We say a prayer and then we eat. 
We go home at about k in the morning. 

In Greece, on the next day they roast a lamb outside in a big 
hole in the yard. They don't do that here because It Is some- 
times too cold. In Greece, they put the lamb on a stick. People 
sing. They visit their families. 

People sing. They dance. They drink. All day they say: 
"Christ is riseni" and "It is real!". Easter is the biggest 
hoi i day i n G reece. 

Bessie and James Skentzos 



2k 



MY WEDDING 



My wedding was beautiful, I had a long train on my wedding dress. 
It was white. White means innocence. Pink means love. Green 
means hope. Blue means a virgin, the Virgin Mary. Yellow means 
luck. Two kids held the end of my train. i walked with the 
best man. He was a priest. My husband walked with the maid-of- 
honor. I had flowers in one hand. 

I had my reception before the wedding. They dressed me up and 
put me in the living room. We had a party and a big cake. 

We went to a hotel for the honeymoon. I was married on Saturday. 
We stayed at the hotel Saturday night, Sunday, Monday, and Tues- 
day. Wednesday night I flew back to the United States. My hus- 
band couldn't come back at the same time. I came here and made 
out immigration papers for him and sent them to him. 

We were engaged before I came to the United States. i lived 
here two and a half years before I was married. I went back to 
Haiti just to get married. I went back on April 1 and was mar- 
ried on May 28, 1966. I was very happy to see my fiance. He 
came every day. Sometimes we went to the movies. 

Right now my husband is in Haiti*. H'i doesn't f6el very well. 
He hurt his back when he was working for a container corporation. 
He went back to Haiti to see the doctor four months ago. My 
kids went back in August because I can't support them babysitting 
and working at the seme time. I miss my kids more than I miss 
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my husband. But I prefer that Elizabeth goes to school there 
to get a French education. I really miss my kids. They are 
really cute. 

4 

Jeanne Luc 
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OUR WEDDING 
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Jinwy and I knew each other for some time in Greece. We were 
from the same town. We had some disagreements, fights sometimes. 
I inally we decided to be married. It was really a very bad time. 
It was the start of the War, 19^0. 

Following the customs in our country and in our religion, my 
step-father gave me away. The ushers took the ladies to their 
seats. The men walked all alone. 

The groom was waiting at the c»lt^r with the Priest, the best man, 
and the ushers. Then the ceremony began. A little flower girl 
came first. Then a little boy in a tuxedo with a fancy little 
pillow for the ring. Then the ma id-of-honor and the bridesmaids. 
And then my step-father took me down the aisle. I didn't have a 
white dress. I had a very fancy light pink dress. It's unusual. 

Afterwards, everybody went to a restaurant to have dinner. We 
ate lamb. Greeks usually eat lamb. Americans choose roast beef. 
We ate and we got favors, white, sugar-covered almonds for good 
luck. Three times the best man exchanged the white flower crowns 
which were on ou- heads. We still have these crowns. The best 
man put the r'ngs on our fingers, too. 

Then we danced, we drank, we ate. We had an orchestra and we 
did Greek dancing, just the family. 

In a few months the War started. Jimmy left. They took him to 
Poland. I came to this country in 19^8 with our four children. 

Jimmy came two months after. ^, ^ 

Bessie and James Skentzos 



DIFFERENT CUSTOMS WHEN A BABY IS BORN 

Cuba: \ 

When a child is going to be born in Cub^, we make a 
fruit liquor. I f I am pregnant one or two months, my mother 
makes a big pot of syrup, with sugar, water, ind all kinds of 
fruit. We put 'c away inside the room. When the baby is 
born, we open it and the visitors drink the liquor, "^he 
father gives cigars to the men. 

Osmara Oomlnguez 

Ha i t i : 

In Haiti, we prepare all new things for the babyj new 
clothes, .lew oil, new powder, new diapers. When the baby comes 
from the hospital, ever/body comes to sr., it. They put some 
money unc'jr the baby's pillow. Some peoplt" bring baby oil, soap, 
powder, clothes. 

We make a big new cradle for the baby. Some people put 
different colored cloth on the cradle: pink, blue, white- 
pretty colors. When my first baby was born, I put pink on the 
cradle. It was very nice. 

Sainciennp Victor 

Portugal: ' 

In Portugal, when the mother is pregnant, she makes clothes 
for the baby. After about' four or five months, she stops making 

clothes. After the baby is born, rr lends give the mother fruit 

k 

and eggs. The mother gives the baby her milk. It's better 
to breast-feed the baby. The baby gets more love. it's good. 

* Maria Cardosa 
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MY WIFE 



I .net my wife in the subway because we both worked in Boston. 
Every morning we took the same train. ! saw her every time and 
we talked. That's how we met.. 

The first time I met her I introduced myself to her. For three 
months after th^t, I never saw her again. I knew what time she 
always took the train, but when I came at the same time to talk 
to her, she was never there. 

After three months, I met her one morning and asked her: "What 
happened to you? I have been coming early for a long time. I 
lose several minutes waiting for you because I want to see you." 

She said: "Well, I have been sick. I have been in the hospital." 
She had an operation. That's why she never went to work. 

O.K. Now I started lo talk to her about how I felt towards her. 
In the mornings I tried to meet her. I gave her my phone number 
and she gc/e me her phone number. Now we talked often on the 
phone. But she never told me what she thought about me. I 
told her that I loved her. She didn't say anything. 

She was married before and she got divorced. She told me that 
she was afraid of men because her husband was not too good for her . 
I tried to let her know that everybody is not the same way. 
Sometimes It's good to take a chance. 

One day I told her: "I want to go to your house to visit you." 

29 



ERIC 



^4 



She said yes. Now I went to her house and we had the chance 
to talk. We talked and we talked and we talked. 

She said: "Well, maybe." She said: "Well, I'm gomg to see 
what I can do. Maybe next week I will tell you if I can say 
yes, O.K.?" 

I still called her, talked to her, and I mot her in the subway. 
We talked all the time. One day she accepted my offer. That's 
all. Right now we are married. We were married ten months ago 
on March 10, 1972. I'm not sorry, because she's a good lady--- 
and I 'm a good man, too. 

Francis Aubry 
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